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, oy Reporur Of The Miaml News

MANUEL ARTIME.
m

: Bay Of Pigs-nvasion -
Rellved In T’oetry

".The. revolutionary., flrebrand
wbo led Brigade 2506, mto battle
the Bay of Pigs has pub-
8d the first booksief! ‘Polmig:
ut the ill-fated invasion,

! ‘ Manuel | Artime, 31-year old
- Read of the Revolutionary Re-
fovery Movement (MRR) now

‘Bmerican camps, has come up
_Jyith a collection of verse called
. FWar -March, Prison Songs.,g 5

{cia press here and d;dic
to members ‘of ihé me

Jand political - prisonehy}ostitl. -
/Jalled in Cuba Coney mg_,,,.

eading exile fighters in Central *

d;-. The 108-page paperback .
-Jume was printed by La '

\

MANUEL MTIME
"!ﬁote Qn Prlﬁou Walls

Artime' ﬁrst wrote”the poems
bn the bare,’ grimy walls of his

+ prison ceR He- and"fellow pris- ~

ners meorized the' poems and’
hey, were set- &Nm after re-
ease of the Bay of Pigs ins,
yaders. SIS :

Written while the invasion’
pvents were fresh in his mind, ;
he poems are not thoughts mr
letrospect but Artime’s agony
f hope and frustration. ;
The themeés range from ﬂle"'“
_|brigade’s joyous eagerness as - -
‘|they -planed to their Bay of
Pigs destination — “Airborne,
Airborne” — to the grimness
of death when he learned he
was to face a firiilg squad
— “Prayer the Night Before.”

However, Artime was never
rought ‘to the “paredon’. Hey

was ransomed at half a million’
dollars ‘and returned here Iast

December

Exheﬁauon to bravery is re—-_‘
flected sn’ the six stanzas dedi- °

- cated to a bereaved parent . . ,
‘ “No, mdther, no tears.

Dry your heart.

I know your son died

Apd 1 know where — Giron.”

The prisoners torture when
they were captured and cram.’
med - reof - high into airless
vans where many suffocated
en route.to Havua is caugk.t
in “The Truck”:

“Mated auto horng
Peal. outﬁa requiem

- As the'trailer truck heads for
avana.. - -

Look, civilized humanity!

~That' van' moving through ihe
streets, !

With 1ts doors hermetlcally
sealed,

Is full of living corpses.”

The hghter’s heart cries out

through the poet’s mind wben
he concludes:

“l want a different Cuba. -

. A Cuba, Lord, ghat is free. °

-In prison I pay for, my des-
perate hope

But, God, let it be Thy Will.”
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